162

Happiness is but a name?
Make content and ease thy aimu
Ambition is a meteor-gleam:
Fame, an idle restless dream :
Peace, the tenderest flowV of spring :
Pleasures, insects on the wing.
Those that sip the dew alone^
Make the butterflies thy own;
Those that would the bloom devour^
Crush the locusts, save the flower.
For the future be prepar'd,
Guard wherever thou canst guard ;
But thy utmost duly done,
Welcome what thou canst not shun,
Follies past give thou to air,
Make their consequence thy care:
Keep the name of man iq mind?
And dishonour not thy kind.
Reverence with lowly heart
Him whose wond'rous work thou art;
Keep his goodness still in view,
Thy trust and thy example too.
Stranger, go ! heaven be thy guide !
Quod the Beadsman of Nidi-side.

Since I am in the way of transcribing, the
following were the production of yesterday as I
jogged through the wild hills of New Gum-
nock. I intend inserting them, or something
like them, in an epistle I am going to write to
the gentleman on whose friendship my excise-
hopes depend, Mr. Graham of Fintry, one of
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